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The Road to Tahoe 


"Where we going?" Dave asked as he climbed into the passenger seat of the shaggin’ wagon, Taylor's big brown 


1981 Chevy van. 


"Road trip. Sit back and relax, my friend. | took the liberty of throwing your guitar and gear in the back. | took 
some of the stuff you left at my place." 


He was surprised when Dave shrugged, pulled his sunglasses off his head and sat back in the seat, putting his 


feet up on the dashboard. 


It was early December and, as the van chugged north, out of LA, the temperature began to drop. Taylor took 
the |-5 freeway and checked the time on the stereo. It was going to be a long ride. 


"Where we going, T?" 
"Tahoe." 


"Tahoe?! Taylor, that's like an eight hour drive!" 


"| know. Like | said, sit back and relax." 

"You booked a show in Tahoe?" 

"No." Dave gave him a weird look "I booked two shows in Tahoe. Tomorrow night and the night after that" 
"Mick and Wiley coming, too?" 

"Yep. They're gonna meet us, though. Mick had a couple last minute things to take care of" 

"Tl | thought we were going to fucking Moorpark or something. Fucking Tahoe?" 

"IIl be fun | bet it's snowing up there!" 

After Taylor got off the l-5 and onto route 99, just north of Bakersfield, they pulled over for a snack and piss 
break. After they used the dirty gas station bathroom, Dave pushed Taylor against the concrete side of the 
gas station He pinned him there with his body. 


"| could kill you for doing this." Dave hissed. 


"Yeah, sure. You love my surprises. | packed a couple in my bag for later." The blonde was unfazed by Dave's 


threat. Indeed, he was a little turned on. He lifted his head and caught the brunette in a long, deep kiss. 


They grabbed bottles of water and juice, bags of chips and chocolate bars and got back on the road. Another 
four hours and they arrived in Tahoe. And so had the snow. The only thing that didn't appear to be in Tahoe 
were snow plows. Considering snow was an almost daily occurrence in the mountain town, they were in no 
hurry to clean the roads. Everybody had four wheel drive. Except the boys. Taylor tried to slow the van down 
but, in braking, he found a patch of slushy ice in the road and sent the van sailing into a ditch. 


"Shit!" Taylor screamed as he over corrected. The van careened into a deep bank of snow before coming to an 
abrupt halt. The men inside were jostled, Taylor hitting his forehead on the steering wheel. Dave came away 


unscathed, only shaken up. He immediately reached for Taylor and held his head in both hands. 


"Are you okay? Taylor? Look at me! Focus your eyes. Are you okay?" He panicked, wondering if the blonde 


might have gotten a concussion. 
‘Im fine. l'm okay." He gingerly reached for his own forehead. No blood, just a rapidly forming goose egg. 
"Fucking hell, man. Last time you drive in snow." 


‘lm from the beach. What did you expect? Had you offered to drive, this might not have happened" The 
blonde grumbled. 


"Can you see if you can get us out?" 


Taylor shot Dave a skeptical look but threw the van into reverse anyway. He gave it some gas and the van 


rocked but the tires spun in snow. 
"Again 

"D, it's stuck." 

‘Just try once more. Really gun it” 


The blonde clutched the steering wheel and stomped on the gas. Nothing but the loud scream of spinning tires 


throwing back snow. 
"All right, it's okay, T" He pulled his phone from his pocket and looked at it. "Shit. No service. You got service?" 
Taylor picked up his phone. "Nope." 


Dave sighed and pulled his fingers through his hair, looking out the window into the dark. "Let's see if we can 


flag down a truck or something." 

‘Its after midnight" 

"Babe, it's either try to find someone to pull us out or freeze to death in this van" 

"| packed my snowboarding jacket and pants and there are a couple of those heavy blankets we used to ship 
gear with. They're under my drums. | found a pair of jeans and a flannel shirt and that wool jacket you left in 
my closet for the summer.” 

"You remembered that for me?" Dave smiled 


"Of course. That blue scarf, too." 


"Thanks." Dave was concerned about Taylor's head, though. He reached across and gently touched the blonde's 


forehead. "I'm worried about this. Its swelling.” 
"IFs fine. I'm fine. Why don't | go see if | can get a truck and you get the blankets out" 
"Wait, let me try to get a truck. You get the blankets out. | don't want you to get hurt more." 


"| got the boots." Was all Taylor said before he slid between the two seats, climbed into the back and retrieved 
his parka. He pulled it on and zipped it up, pulling a beanie from the pocket. "Be back in a few." 


"Tl Taylor, wait!" 
"What?" 

"Please just be careful" 
"No problem!" 


Dave watched as Taylor stomped through the knee deep snow around the back of the van and onto the road. 
The blonde stopped and looked up the road one way and then the other. He started to walk in the direction 
they were headed. 


"Please don't go far, buddy. Please." Dave whispered to himself. He watched until he couldn't see the other 
anymore. Dave then climbed into the back of the van and opened up Taylor's bag and then the spare bag that 
he assumed contained his clothes. He pulled on his coat and buttoned it around him, wrapping the scarf around 
his neck. Dave found the heavy blankets Taylor mentioned and opened them up. While he waited for Taylor to 
come back, hopefully with a truck, he tried his phone again. Dave powered it down and turned it back on, hoping 
it would find a signal. Nothing. 


Several minutes passed and now Dave was getting really nervous. He should never have let Taylor go out in 
the snow storm by himself, especially not after he hit his head like that. Dave climbed out of the van and 
trudged through the snow to the road. 


"Taylor!" He shouted. "Taylor, come back!" He held his breath as he tried to listen. "Taylor?!" He spun this way 
and that, not knowing in which direction the blonde walked. 


"Dave?" 

Dave spun and squinted, just barely making out a figure walking toward him. "T?" 

"Get back in the van It's too cold out out here." 

"Come back with me. | was worried about you." 

"I told you. I'm fine." Taylor stepped up beside Dave and snuggled right against him, shivering from the cold. 
Back in the van, Taylor started the engine to get some heat circulating through. There wasn't a lot of gas left 
in the tank so he wasn't sure how long it would stay running. Dave removed Taylor's wet clothes and then his 
own. He wrapped them up in the blankets, huddled together on the back seat. He took Taylor's hands in his own 


and blew warm breath against his fingers. Soon, he went from blowing on Taylor's long, elegant fingers to 


sucking on them. The drummer purred softly, a pleasantly warm tingle shooting down his spine. 


"D, yeah. That's good. | like that" 


An arm wound around Taylor's back and pulled him closer, Dave pushing a knee between Taylor's thighs, giving 
him something to rock against. He moved his mouth to Taylor's neck, nibbling on a patch of skin, making the 


blonde hiss and groan. 

"Can't get sweaty," Taylor grunted. "Too cold” 
"We'll go nice and slow." 

"When have we ever gone nice and slow?" 


Dave grinned before giving Taylor a kiss. He moved to sit up and pull the blonde on top of him, straddling him. 
When he got Taylor to lean forward, over his shoulder, Dave used a wet finger to prepare his lover. Taylor 
had turned his head and was moaning into Dave's ear, nibbling and licking it, making the older man crazy. After 
another moment, the blonde slowly lowered himself onto Dave. Both men sighed as Dave filled Taylor. He stayed 


still for several moments before sliding up a little and then back down. 
"Remember, baby, nice and slow." The dark haired man reminded Taylor. 
"| can make no promises." 


They got sweaty. They screamed and grunted and groaned as the windows fogged up and the springs creaked. 
It didn't get the nickname, ‘The Shaggin' Wagon’, for no reason. After Taylor collapsed in panting, heaving mess, 
Dave moved to turn the heat down a little. He wrapped the blankets around his lover and pulled Taylor against 
his chest. 


"I fucking love you. Gotta try to stop panting, babe. It's gonna be a long, cold night” 


He lay awake, staring out the frosted window, begging for someone to come by and see them. The drummer 
was snuggled deep down in the blankets. Dave could feel his hot breath against his chest in an even, shallow 
rhythm. He was glad the other man could fall asleep but he was worried about getting through the night. It 
wouldn't be long before the van ran out of gas. Dave must have dozed off at some point as he awoke with a 


shudder. The cold air picked at his cheeks and nose. Taylor was curled around him and gave a snort and a 


shudder. 
"C-c-cold" The blonde whined. 


"I know, baby. Just hold on to me tight." Dave murmured, pulled the heavy blankets closer around them and up 
over their heads. He buried his cold nose in his lover's hair. He felt Taylor's hands slide around his back and 
clutch at him. "That's it, T. Just hold on. tll be okay." But he wasn't really sure. He had visions of them 
freezing to death just like that. Naked and in each other's embrace. Well, Dave thought, there are a lot worse 
ways to go. 


The next time Dave awoke, the sun was breaking through the frosted windows and he swore he heard someone 
yelling. He held his breath again and strained to listen. There was a faint male voice yelling from outside the 
van. Dave caught the words, ‘dig’ and ‘tow truck’. He scrambled out from underneath Taylor and lunged for the 
van's horn. He hit it repeatedly, almost laughing at the situation now. Dave turned and shook Taylor. 

"Babe, someone's here. They found us! Get dressed! Get dressed!" 

The pair threw on every single layer of clothing they had and stuffed every other item they wanted into their 
bags. Dave turned the handle and yanked open the side door. The sunlight stung his eyes. He had to shield them 
to try to see who had come to rescue them. Beside him, Taylor pulled his sunglasses down. 

"Heyl" He happily yelled, hoping down into the snow in his furry boots. 

"Hey, you been in the van all night?" One of the men asked. 


"Yeah, it had gas for a good part of the night. We're fine. Would love a lift to our hotel. Someone able to get 


the van out?" 

"Sure. We'll yank it out. Sam over there can take you guys to your ski lodge. Which is if?" 
Dave opened the back of the van and started to pull out their gear. 
"You guys a band?" 

"Half of one" Taylor grinned and shivered 

Sam and Dave loaded the gear into Sam's truck 

"Tay, what's the name of the hotel?" 

"Harvey's" 

"What?" 

"What?" 

"Harvey's. You know, the one with the Hard Rock in it" 


"The hard what?" Sam asked. 


There's Something Not Right 


The blonde was confused. He was certain they were in Tahoe. He knew how to get to Tahoe, it wasn't like they 


had gotten lost. "We're in Tahoe, right?" 

"Yeah." 

"The casino called Harvey's. We're booked to play two nights there." 

"Kid, Harvey's closed down in 1980. Don't you remember the bombing?" 

Taylor and Dave looked at each other and then back at Sam. 

Dave pulled his gaze from Sam to look around himself. The truck was old. Real old, at least twenty years, 
probably as old as the Shaggir Wagon, herself. Maybe these guys were just out of touch, living in the past or 
something. "You know what? If you could just pull the van out and take it back to your shop and see what 
needs fixing and me and my friend will just get a room at the closest motel for now. | think something to eat 
and a couple of hot showers will fix us right up." 

They waited and watched as the van was pulled out of the ditch. Taylor shouted and pumped a fist in the air 
when she was free. Dave was still perplexed about why the men never heard of the casino. He looked around 


town as they were driven to the garage. On Sam's radio, Bruce Springsteen's I'm On Fire was playing. 


Taylor, who was sitting in the middle of the front bench seat, smiled and said, "Damn, | remember when this 
song came out! | had such a teenage boner for him!" 


Sam gave him a weird look as he tried to figure out if Taylor actually meant a boner boner. 


The drummer opened his mouth to say something else when Dave quickly pointed out the windshield. "There's a 
motel right over there. That'll work for us." 


"Garage is still down the road a little ways." 
"Is there a motel closer?" 

"Sure is. Milly's Slopeside is over there, too." 
"Slopeside?" 

"The local watering hole." 


Taylor looked at Dave. 


"A bar." The singer explained. 

"Oh! Hey Sam, they play music there?" 

"Bands on Fridays and Saturdays. 

"Cool!" Taylor twisted his head to look at his boyfriend. 
"No." 

"Come on! 


"T, there's - " He was going to explain to Taylor what he thought might be going on but decided not to. It was 


too crazy. 


Their motel was called The Heavenly Inn and it made Taylor chuckle when they opened the door to their room 


to reveal a round bed draped in red velvet and a mirror on the ceiling. 


"Ah, that's fucking rad!" He laughed and threw himself onto the bed. He stared up at his reflection "D, we are 


gonna have some fun with this!" 


Dave looked around the room and wrinkled his nose. Red and gold wallpaper on the walls, small, box television 


with antennas on the low, black lacquer dresser. "There's something.. not right about this.” 

"It's a fucking 80s leftover, cheap motel, D. OF course it's not right. You're spoiled" 

"No, T. It's more than that." He pulled out his phone, figuring now that the storm was over, he should get 
coverage. He frowned when he realized his battery was dead. Pulling his charger from his bag, he plugged it in 


"My phone's dead. Yours?" 


The blonde pulled his phone from his pocket and checked it. "Dead, too." He threw it across he room at Dave, 
who caught and dug around Taylor's bag for his charger as well. 


"How much cash you got on you?" 

"Couple hundred. Maybe two. 

"Good. | got maybe a hundred 

"What's the difference? Im sure the garage takes a card" 


After a hot shower in which Taylor tried to get frisky, they put a change of clothes on, along with their coats 


and hats, and ventured out of the motel in search of food. While they walked down the sidewalk toward a diner, 


Dave looked around again. 


"T, there's something weird about this. Look at the cars. Not one new one and yet all these old clunkers look 


shiny and new." 

Walking into the diner, Dave looked around again. It was hard to tell with this, all greasy spoon diners looked this 
way. Dirty floors, ancient, cracked red-sparkled upholstery in the booths. Waitresses in polyester, zippered 
dresses with name tags and hair nets. The crockery was thick, speckled brown fire coated. They sat down at a 
booth and Dave picked up the menu and pulled his reading glasses from where they were hooked on his shirt 
collar. 

He scowled. "Babe, a plate of pancakes with eggs and bacon and potatoes cost three bucks." 

"Sweet! I'll have two!" 

Dave sighed. "Taylor!" 

"What? What is wrong with you? So things are a little outdated. We're in the less touristy section of town, 


jeez. You're acting like a spoiled fucking diva. Relax, D" The drummer hissed across the table at his boyfriend, 
who huffed and returned his attention to the menu. 


Vera, a middle aged woman with bottle blonde hair that stood at least four inches above her head and an 
expanding waistline and feather earrings stood in front of them with a pad and pen. "What can | get you 


gentlemen?" She sneered down at Dave. 


"Um, | guess, uh, the blueberry pancakes with two eggs over easy, some breakfast potatoes and bacon Oh, and 


a lot of coffee. Thanks," Dave leaned closer, reading her name tag. "Vera. Thanks, Vera." 
"No problem, sweetie." She turned to Taylor. "What can | get you, blondie?" 


He grinned at her and said, "I'll have the egg white omelet with tomatoes, spinach, and feta cheese and rye 
toast, please. And coffee." 


She gave him a long look, starting at his feet and working her heavily shadowed eyes back up to his face. 
"Because you need to watch you figure, sweetie?" 


"Nah. But he does." Taylor pointed across the table. 
Vera's brow knotted as she looked between the two men and then shuffled off. 


They didn’t realize how hungry they were until warm, delicious-smelling food was set in front of them. Neither 


man came up for air until all the food was polished off. 


Dave finally sat back against the bench seat and gave a long sigh. "That was fucking good. Im stuffed" 
"Watch your mouth!" An older woman at the booth behind him hissed 

"Sorry!" Dave immediately muttered and then gave Taylor a puzzled look 

The drummer gave a little chuckle 

Vera set the bill down and took Dave's plate. "You done, blondie?" 


"Vera, my name is Taylor, okay? Nobody appreciates being called, ‘blondie’ anymore." He told her with a little 
grin that said he was bullshitting her. 


"Sure thing. Blondie." 
She took his plate, too. 


Dave picked up the check. The total was $10.50. He pulled out his wallet and, lowering it to his lap, he flicked 
through his bills and found an older ten and five singles. Placing them on the table, he stood. "Ready, dude?" 


"When we get back to the room, | want to find Mick's number in my phone and try to give him a call. They 
should be on their way up now, they can swing by and get us." 


"Good idea" 


Taylor sat on the bed and dialed the room's rotary phone. "I haven't seen one of these in fucking years. This is 
great!" 


The operator came back and said Mick's number was unknown. Taylor dialed again. She, again, came back and 


told him it was unknown. 
"Hey, how'd | get a real person. | didn't know you guys still did this." 
"Excuse me?" 


"Well, let me read you the number. Maybe | keep dialing it wrong on this rotary thing.’ He read her the 


number. 
"Sir, | have no record of that number." And she hung up. 


"Dave, this is weird. | tried Mick's phone and | got a real live operator who said she never heard of that 


number." 


The older man stood in front of the tiny television, trying to find a station. He stumbled across the local news 
and heard the tail end of a report about a fatal earthquake in LA in October. "You remember an earthquake in 


October?" 

"Nope." 

"Says six people were killed and over a hundred injured.” 

"D, I'm getting a little freaked out now." 

Finally." He turned to the other man. "There was a newspaper machine in the lobby. I'm going to go get one." 
The pair stood in front of the machine, reading the Tahoe Daily Tribune. The NASDAQ was down for 82 
minutes due to an adventurous squirrel in Trumbull, CT. Iran threatened to double its oil output and start a 
price war but OPEC officials were skeptical. Pan Am and Braniff consider merging if all conditions are met. 
Chrysler plans to release a $35,00 luxury car built by Maserati. President Reagan will veto legislation to 
implement the budget compromise with Congress unless the Democrats remove many extraneous items that 
the House included and the Senate is considering. The Los Angeles Raiders beat the Buffalo Bills by a score of 
34-21. And the date was December 10, 1981. 


Taylor frowned and scratched his head. "But.. how?" He turned around in a circle, finally actually seeing 1987 all 
around him. He huffed and raked his fingers through his hair. "D, what the hell..?" 


"| don't know." He murmured, eyes still scanning the newspaper. 


"lm gonna be fucking sick" And the blonde doubled over and lost his lunch onto the floor. 


Mirror, Mirror 


After they were yelled at by the motel staff and Dave cleaned up Taylor's mess, he wrapped an arm around 


the drummer's back and took him back to the room. 
"What the fuck? What the fuck?" Taylor groaned. 


"| don't know, babe." Dave sunk to the bed while Taylor went into the bathroom to wash his face. Stuck in 1981. 
How the fuck had this happened? This was impossible. 


"Maybe it's a dream!" Taylor announced as he stood in the bathroom doorway, brushing his teeth. 

"| don't think so." 

After he rinsed, Taylor pounced on the bed, laying back and watching himself in the mirror above them. He 
raised his hand and watched in the mirror as he wiggled his fingers. The fingers started dancing up and down 
Dave's back. 

"We'll figure it out, D" 


"I'm not sure that we will" He turned to look at Taylor over his shoulder. 


The drummer grinned at him. The same finger that was walking down Dave's back was now curling in a ‘come 


here’ motion. 
Dave sighed and let himself fall back against the bed beside Taylor. He stared up at their reflection in the 
mirror. His eyes drifted over Taylor's body, slowly taking him all in. Finally, his eyes found Taylor's. He smiled. 


Taylor smiled. He could read just what type of smile that was on his lover's lips. 


"IFs tacky" He murmured, still watching Taylor in the mirror. 


Taylor gave a little shrug. "So what if it is?" With that, he sat up and pulled his shirt over his head. He leaned 


back on his elbows and tilted his head back to look into the mirror again. 

"In a cheap motel in the middle of the afternoon? What am I, Hawkins, your little secret?" 
"Yep, you're my back door baby." 

"Damn right, | am." 


Dave let his eyes travel over Taylor's reflection once more. He sat up and pulled his shirt off. He mimicked 


Taylor, leaning back on his elbows and watching. Slowly, the blonde moved to straddle Dave's hips. His eyes 


flicked to the ceiling. He watched Dave spread his hands over the red velvet beneath them. His own hands were 
spread across Dave's chest. He pushed down as he arched his back, grinding his groin against Dave's. When he 
felt fingers quickly unbuttoning his pants, Taylor gasped and watched in the mirror as Dave opened his pants. 
He smirked at Dave as he slid to his feet and quickly shed his pants. 


"Watch." He pointed at the ceiling before unbuckling Dave's belt and opening his jeans. Taylor tugged them off of 
his lover and then settled onto his knees. 


Dave groaned when Taylor's warm, wet mouth covered his cock. He watched as blonde hair covered his 
midsection. His hands wound into that hair. Dave sighed and rolled his hips, unable to take his eyes off of the 
sight above him. 

Taylor pulled off and looked up. "Fucking hot, isn't it?" 


"Yeah, you are." Dave smiled and pushed Taylor's head back down. 


He grunted as he watched Taylor suck his cock. That delicious mouth slid all the way down his shaft and Dave 


felt Taylor's nose press against his groin 


"Yes." Dave sighed and stretched his arms above his head. In the mirror, he watched his body stretch and his 


legs spread wider. 

The blonde worked Dave's cock over good. He sucked and licked the head and shaft before moving lower and 
sucking a ball into his mouth. While he played with Dave's balls, he stroked his dick with a fist wrapped tightly 
around it. Dave writhed and groaned, hands gripping the red velvet above his head. 


Eventually, Taylor lifted his head and stood up. He looked up at the mirror and admired the sight of Dave 
spread out on the bed, dazed and panting. 


"Why dont you move up to the pillows for me?" 

"Why?" 

"Because l'm going climb onto that gorgeous fucking body of yours and take it for a ride." 

"Oh!" Dave grinned and immediately scooted back on the bed, hands stroking over the soft velvet. He couldn't 
help himself. Watching in the mirror once more, he took hold of his cock and stroked it. "The mirror is fucking 
great" 


"I told you it wasn't tacky." Taylor replied as he pulled a bottle of lube from his bag. 


"Oh," Dave laughed. "It's still tacky but | love it!" 


Taylor climbed onto Dave and straddled his thighs. He slathered a generous amount of lube onto Dave's cock, 
stroking it and watching Dave close his eyes and groan. He pulled up and slowly pushed himself down onto Dave, 
giving a long moan as he did so. Dave kept his eyes glued to the mirror above. His hands reached out and 
gripped Taylor's thighs as the drummer pushed himself down a little farther. 


"Fuck, T" 


Taylor moved slowly, pulling himself up and slamming back down. Above them, Dave watched the drummer's 
body move. Taylor's cock bounced against Dave's stomach. He moved a hand to it and wrapped his fingers 
around it, jerking Taylor off. The blonde hissed and tilted his head back. In the mirror, he could see Dave's hand 
around him and he grinned as his eyes found Dave's. Taylor arched his back and tilted his head back more, 


moving his hands to Dave's calves behind him. The noises he made were making Dave crazy. 


Above them, their bodies moved together. Taylor watched Dave's hips roll beneath him as he moved up and 
down. He was in awe of his lover's body. Where Taylor was wiry and lithe, Dave was strong and solid. The 
muscle tone beneath Dave's bronzed skin often left Taylor breathless. This was no exception. The mirror 
offered a new perspective and Taylor couldn't take his eyes off of Dave. He watched the muscles in Dave's 
forearm flex and ripple as he stroked Taylor off. 


Dave kept his eyes on Taylor's form above him. He watched Taylor grind on him, watched the way the blonde's 
chest heaved and his ab muscles twitched. Dave's focus moved to his own hand wrapped around Taylor's hard 
length. 

"Come for me." He growled. "Wanna watch you come all over me." 

"Fuck, Dave." Taylor moved faster and Dave could see him squeeze his eyes closed. 

"Open them. Watch. Watch the way you move, baby. 

Taylor straightened slightly but still kept his head tilted back to keep his eyes on the mirror. He was close. The 
added element of being able to see everything brought on his orgasm that much faster. When Dave swept his 
thumb across the head of his dick, Taylor howled and shuddered. 

"More! Fuck, Dave. More!" 

"You're fucking gorgeous, T. Come on, baby." 

He squeezed Taylor a little tighter and stroked faster. Taylor responded in kind by grinding down on Dave and 
rolling his hips. He groaned, mouth hanging open, eyes trained on Dave's hand on his dick Taylor howled Dave's 
name as he came. Pearly white strings of come splattered against Dave's chest, landing on the black ink of his 


tattoo. Dave moaned as he watched in the mirror. As Taylor's orgasm rocked him, he tightened around Dave, 


making the older man hiss and groan 


Taylor leaned over and grinned before licking his come off of Dave's tattoo. He then pressed his lips to Dave's, 
using his tongue to urge Dave to open his mouth. When he did, Taylor slid his tongue into Dave's mouth and let 
Dave taste his come. Dave moaned as he swallowed it down. Taylor moved his mouth to the other man's neck 


and bit down. 


Dave's eyes went wide. He watched his hands wrap into Taylor's hair. He rolled them so that Taylor was on his 
back. Taking one of the blonde's skinny ankles, he pushed his cock back inside of his lover. He moved quickly, 


thrusting deep into Taylor, whose eyes were cast above them, on the mirror. 
"When we get home, | want one of these installed above our bed." 


Dave tilted his head back and watched himself. He took in the way his body moved, hips rocking back and forth, 
cock moving in and out of Taylor. He moved Taylor's ankle onto his shoulder and slowly leaned over the 


drummer, testing his flexibility. He moved faster, hammering into Taylor and making him grunt and hiss. 


Taylor tried his hardest to keep his eyes open and watch. He loved the way Dave's back and ass looked in the 
mirror. Loved even more the way his own hands looked tangled in Dave's gorgeous, soft, brown hair. He mewled 
and moaned in Dave's ear as he was rocked. His ankle slid off of Dave's shoulder, falling around the other's 
arm. He could see the change in Dave's body. The muscles tensed, Dave's ass clenched. A moment later, Dave 


lifted his head and growled as he pumped his come inside of Taylor. 
"Goddamn, D" Taylor sighed as he watched his hands glide down Dave's sweat-slicked back 


Dave smiled. He took a moment to catch his breath and then said, "If we don't figure this out, I'm happy that 


you're with me." 

"What? Dave, we're stuck in the fucking 80s." 

"But we're together." 

Taylor's face broke into a smile. "I love you. Come here.” He pulled Dave down and gave him a long, deep kiss. 


When Dave finally rolled off of Taylor, he flopped onto his back beside the blonde and stared above him. The 
pair lay side by side, naked and sated. Dave took Taylor's hand, closing around it. 


"Gotta get one of these mirrors." 


They stood in the doorway of Milly's Slopeside and Taylor wore a grin a mile wide. It was crowded with skiers 
and locals alike, all laughing and dancing and drinking. There was a small stage in one corner with a drum set, 
guitars, and a keyboard set up but no musicians. An old Wurlitzer stood beside it, playing 45s, currently 
Whitney Houston's ‘| Wanna Dance With Somebody’. 


Taylor took a step inside. "This place is fucking rad!" 


Secret Lovers 


Dave pushed his way through the crowd to the bar. He bellowed for the bartender and ordered himself a 
bottle of beer and a seltzer water for Taylor. Just as he handed the glass to Taylor, four guys stepped onto 


the stage and picked up instruments. Dave's face lit up, looking forward to hearing some live music. 


They were awful. Dave and Taylor glanced at each other, a frown upon the dark-haired one's face. The crowd 
seemed to enjoy and/or possibly not care how bad they were. And, after his fourth beer, Dave didn't seem to 
mind, either. He was working his way through the crowd on the dance floor while the band butchered the 
Rolling Stones. Finally, Dave stood in front of the stage and, after only a moment's hesitation, he stepped up and 
started singing into the guitarist's mic. 


Taylor groaned and moved to stand in front of Dave. "Get down" He hissed. 


Dave grinned as he sang and shook his head. Taylor rolled his eyes. After a moment, he, too, stepped onto the 
low stage and sang along with Dave. It was the first song in the band's set that got any applause. 


The singer grinned but was clearly uncomfortable with them. "All right, guys. All right. Leave this to the pros, 
okay?" 


Dave grinned and held up his hands. "I know, | know. Couldn't help myself. What are you doing next?" 
The guitarist spoke up. "This is a break in set." 

"Aww, man." Dave groaned. "| was just getting into it. Come on, let's keep going!" 

"You play?" 

"A little." Dave shrugged. 


"Here." And he was handed an old black and white Stratocaster. 


"Taylor's a drummer!" Dave gave a light back-handed slap to Taylor's chest. 


"D, come on" 


The crowd became restless and started to chant, "Play, play, play!" 


The drummer relinquished his throne and handed the sticks to Taylor, who glared at Dave. 


After rousing renditions of Van Halen's Ain't Talkin’ Bout Love, and The Police's Can't Stand Losing You, Taylor 


could see the crowd was really getting into it and so was Dave. 


They played for another hour before Taylor could finally drag Dave away. As they stood at the bar, several 
people, including the other band members, approached them and patted them on the back. They smiled and 
politely nodded, making up some flimsy story about being in a covers band. Several women approached them, as 


well. 


With their teased and crimped hair frozen in place by entire cans of Aqua-net, their winged eyeliner, purple 
shadow, and neon pink lips, day-glo tops and acid washed jeans stuffed into white leather boots, these girls 
looked just like Taylor remembered from junior high. Some wore fingerless gloves, showing off their razor 
sharp, laquered nails. Some wore armfuls of bracelets and big, dangling earrings. But all of them wanted the 


same thing. 


Lionel Richie's Dancing On The Ceiling began from the jukebox and Taylor was pulled onto the dance floor. He 
looked to Dave, who only grinned and raised an eyebrow. He was forced to dance inside a circle of five women 
and, since he knew Dave was watching him, he made the best of it. Grabbing each of them and twirling them in 
his arms before moving on to the next one. Pretty soon, Taylor had forgotten he didn’t particularly want to 


dance with these girls. 


The guitarist slid in alongside Dave. "Your friend is the life of the party." 


"Always turns out that way." 


"They aren't paying any attention to anybody but him." 


"They?" Dave queried with a raised eyebrow. 


"Where did you two say you were from, because | know you're not local.” 


"LAS 


"Ah, that explains it" 


"Maybe they aren't paying attention to you because you're over here, crying like a little bitch instead over 
there, dancing with them." Dave barked before quickly moving onto the dance floor and pushing into the circle 


of women. 


After Baltimora's Tarzan Boy, someone had the audacity to pick a slow song. Half the dance floor cleared off 


and Dave was actually on his way back to the bar when a hand wound around his forearm. 


Atlantic Starr's Secret Lovers played on the jukebox and Dave awkwardly held a tiny brunette girl in his arms 
while he looked at Taylor holding a blonde in his arms, swaying together with her as if they'd been lovers 
forever. Taylor looked up at Dave and gave him a wink. The next thing Dave saw was the woman cram her 
tongue down Taylor's throat and his lover's eyes wide with shock. Her hands, with their bright pink nails, slid 
down to Taylor's ass and gave both cheeks a hard squeeze. 


He yelped and pulled out of the kiss, giving the woman a sheepish grin, eyes darting to Dave. 


Dave finally had mercy on Taylor when the song ended. He pretended to feel sick and begged his friend to drag 
him back to their hotel. 


The hungry blonde smirked. "Oh, what hotel are you guys in?" 


"Uh, |, uh, | forget the name." Taylor stammered. "Come on, buddy. Let's get you out of here before you throw 


up on our shoes." 
Dave groaned and draped himself over Taylor's shoulders, forcing the drummer to hold him up. 


Outside, Dave giggled as he stumbled down the street. 


"You're a dick" Taylor grumbled 
"| didn't do anything! It's not my fault you're so charming and sexy." 


Taylor pursed his lips and shook his head. Dave continued to tease him all the way back to the hotel. At the 
door, Taylor shoved his boyfriend through it. 


"Ill show you charming and sexy.” 


Dave flopped onto the bed. He stared at himself in the mirror. "T, do you think its possible to find our younger 


selves in this year?" 

"What? Go down to Laguna and find my fourteen year old self?" Taylor asked as he pulled his clothes off. 

The older man sat up and nodded. 

"For what?" 

"Well, | mean, it kind of fucks me up to think about. You and me are stuck here, right? So if we go find our 
younger selves, we could warn them. Because if we don't, then they will repeat the same mistake we made. Itd 


be like this vicious cycle." 


As Taylor thought about it, he slowly stopped undressing. "Well, fuck. That's depressing." 


